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To those of us who died 
For the gjbry of a great idea. 
Died without thought of fame 
Unflindhingly, unpossessed of fear ^ 
To save our lands from diame. 



To the spirit of the siain. 
Who died, yet not in vain. 
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MOTHER 0' MINE 

Mother o' mine, heart o' my life 

Mother o' mine, you are with me now. 
Stay with me in this hellish strife 

And lead me, Mother, and show me how ! 

Mother o' mine, sweetest dear 

Mother o' mine — Oh, sacred thought 

In your presence I know not fear 

Tho' my way with hell be fraught. 

Mother o' mine, alone you stand 

Mother o' mine, my birthday wish 

Is, in this far distant land, 
I may give, as luiselfish. 

All that I love, all that I own 

And still with a smile and never a moan. 

Tho' my hand be bled and my heart be cleft. 
Still must there be a little smile left, 

A rift in the clouds, a ray of sunshine 

When I think of you. Mother o' mine. 
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FAREWELL 

When again shall I regard thee 
Fair guardian of stalwart frames. 
Thou tall and most gaunt Liberty, 
Whose torch doth light the skies; 
Whose name the fiercest tames 
With loving kmdness; and shames 
A base autocracy, his lies. 

Farewell I Thy figure drops behind the sea. 
Still guarding my great ugly town, 
And once again I sigh, ah me — 
Even memory of those times shall drown 
In the chaotic thought of war ; 
When care free, I could pace thy ways, 
Finding sweet gayety and more, 
New York, to bask in sunshine's rays. 

Farewell I Those old untrammelled days. 
Adieu, to the times of yore. 

Still I strain back to see thee. 
Liberty — ^and do not look before 
To a stricken land beyond the sea. 
For methinks, 

There are vapors of death ahead. 
That lurk. 
But to cut life's scanty thread. 

1917, 
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AINSI SOIT 

A Sonnet 

Oh truth l' The path of life's not straight 
When coming to the parting ways. 
As fortified by tempered steel 
The will we struggle 'gainst an easier fate: 
Choosing the harder with its awful days 
And eerie nights that make the senses reel ; 
Steadied by will again into this gore, 
Dictating a perpetual liberty — ^through war. 

So have I chosen the harder way 
Fraught with fire and molten lead 
And onrushing hordes clad in siddsh gray, 
To withstand this shock and as others bled 
Perhaps to die ; that a future shall live 
I, one human life, do gladly give. 

Novnnbif, 1917. 



18 



LE NOEL 

There they are sitting quite still 

The three, 

Wondering, wondering where I be. 

For 'though truly a vagabond when at home 
They were a bit loath to have me roam 
Out to sure death by a shell burst loud 
Or a plunge from the lofty heights of a cloud. 

So I see them sitting still 

The three, 

Wondering, wondering where I be. 

Christmas, 1917. 
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THE SOMME 

(Th0 Story of an Eye Witness) 

"Where the green slopes of Picardy, 
With verdant pasture 'neath 
Shaded woodland, streams coursing free, 
The open field and budding heath?" 

"Dread sights of desolation wide 
Replace that Picardy of yore 
While howling disembowling shells but ride 
To rend the earth's sweet core." 

"A strip of land lies near me 
Ten miles wide or more, 
Tis on the River Somme/' said he, 
"This waste so steeped in gore." 

"Behind this strip are still green fields 
Before, like a cauldron's roar. 
Seething, death-dealing, as on it reels 
is the awful claw of war." 

"I wonder do they sleep," said he 
"In their graves — ^this million dead ? 
For the tears of every mother 
Could not wash this land of 



"Ginchy, Fricourt — ^not a shadow now^ 
Only the ashes of Hell ; 
A desert of death, where once was a plow, 
And life — and who can tdl?" 

"Not a house, not a stump^- 
But holes, holes where they fell, 
A hill with a crater, a vale with a hump. 
Instead of a mountain, a naked ddl — " 

"That's all, for the world is rife with strife. 
And if results I'd dare foretell, 
. It would show a debit so fearful on life 
That even grim Satan would blanch in Hell 1" 
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THE GODDESS LIBERTY 

She draws the sword across my shoulders 
And so effects her sweet accolade. 
Pulsing a love that warmly smoulders 
On the touch of the knighting blade. 
Then to follow her, she quietly bade^ 
And I, freed from the days of heartless burden 
By the edge of the straight blue blade. 
See only her, my heavenly guerdon. 
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NEW YEAR'S NIGHT 

All to the front of me stretches the moor 
And I mark the horizon line straight as a die; 
Limned against this dark country of Tours 
Rises a pearly sheet of evening sky. 

There is nothing to break the absolute calm 
Of the fleecy clouds and the moon to the east, 
And the brilliants above but whisper balm 
On this New Year's night of fete and feast. 

But behind me four gatmt hangars soar, 
Qothing a hundred planes and more 
To rise on the morrow with vibrant roar, 
And the rifle in my hands spells war. 

On guard at the aviation field. 
Tours, January 1, 1918. 
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BRITAIN 

• 
You want to know why Britain I'm for, 
And I'll tell you too, why shell win this war. 
Well, her ww^ogs lie in the Northern Sea 
And its 'cause of them the world tra£Bc's free; 
'Though there's no bark of cannon out in that gale 
The gaunt hounds of Britain do never fail. 

There's slight need of stimulant music or gin. 
With the British in trenches 'midst horrible din — 
A word of command and the khald ranks charge ; 
To win or to die every man, small and large. 
Is prepared, right or wrong, to miss or to hit, 
For by God, each has the Britisher's grit. 

When in the moments of dark despair 
As her allies worse and worse do fare, 
It's the call of her bugles voicing clear 
New message of hope, dispelling fear 
In allied heart, as the Teuton force 
Has ripped to the gates, rough shod and coarse. 

Britain's made mistakes and th^'re not few 
And in the East they grew and grew. 
Yet, she's still there with her men and her gold. 
She's smothered the wound and retained her hold, 
While she ever plays fair and square as you see. 
And she's still championing humanity. 

Yes, she's seen the enemy making a slave 
Of nations, whom she called friend and brave; 
But Britain remembers, the' now she stands by 
To see e'en her own in futile fight die — 
And Britain will punish the enemy's un 
When Britain's justice and stret^th shall win. 



FRANCE 

Where are the spires of that Northern France 
Redolent with love through the dawn and night ? 
Crumbled to ash, except a few perchance 
That escaped the blow of the brutal Hun blight. 

And the lily of France, is it still pure 
And white and brimming with broad peace ? 
Rather a rose crimson petaled and sure, 
Embodied of vengeance, to war without cease. 

France has invoked a truth. 'Tis this : 
The marauder must retire and sore beaten die, 
Else there can never come enduring bliss — 
Only, only the succumbing nation's cry. 
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THE CALL 

The odor of war's in my nostrils, dear. 
So I've got to iorget you awhile, I fear. 

Can I be an3rwhere 'cept here, 
Can I stand the domestic life 

And the humdrum days in the rear? 
Even the loving arms of the wife 

I must cast aside — ^with a cry 
I have chosen a man to be, 

To glean my news not from journals' print, 
And away with ye desk of industry 

And the days of commercial dint. 

'Tis the call of the wild I fear, dear. 
That has brought me away out here. 

'Though stamped indelibly on my brain. 
The brand of the cause is clear ; 

So I cannot rest with you, dear. 
And to try would be in vain — 

For the ring of the fight is clamorous 
And hammers in my ears ; 

And that clamor calls me, strange to tdl, 
So 'though the war lasts years and years, 

I must ever be in its deepest Hell. 

'Tis the call of the wild I fear, dear, 
That has brought me away out here. 
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ON GUARD 

When, except for the shattered front, 
All the world sleeps, 
I stand quite still, on guard. 

Tho' with measured tread I tramp the post 
'Gainst whipping hail and a raw north-wind, 
To me it is not hard. 

The thoughts unleashed are free to roam 
And clothed about me is but a blur. 
For my spirit has sped — ^to her. 

Thus pacing mechanically to and fro, 
My spirit's wrapt still with her, I know. 
And I only seem, on guard. 
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THE FIRST ALOFT 
« 
A whir, a sport and we are off 
Hmnnmig down the field abound 
Till suddenly wc mount aloft 
To leave a fading ground. 

High and higher still we soar 
Till all the houses seem but dots 
And we. suspended without motiofi more. 
Far o'er the nebulous knots. 

Yet the wind whistles round our ears 
And a tremor now runs through the plane 
As the pilot shifts the quick controls ; 
Spiralling, graceful as the winged crane, 
The slender ship earthward bowls. 

Nearer and nearer the specks afar 
Take form again as houses square. 
And the speed of the unembodied car 
Produces exhilaration rare. 

At last with bated breath to wait. 

Till the pilot cuts the motor off, 

To touch the earth without jarring grate — 

Stop—Descend — from the first aloft. 



NIGHT 

Brilliant with cold radiance and yet athrob 
I yearn for thee, O night. 
I fear not even thy darkest recesses 
Only, only entwine me with thy inky tresses 
That I may taste in full the Lethian happiness. 
Sense the soft croon of the enchanted nightingale, 
And never know again 
The humdrum of a human day. 
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SOLILOQUY 

# 

Xk opA m WPf fife wii iif jcft 
Dnpsny to toe flow of vifoious joulliy 
Yd tfacie aiar tlimh Fjle gimi set 
To ftaft tbc icjpcr^s blo'vs urn iwHIl 



Here ia tbc Soatli under aznre 
iiiw ciiniu uic Mood to oomsn^gi swbck, 
I hear a Toioe diat bars replies; 
*Tis dic» mjr Destiiqr I faaTC to 

CoMOUx, February, 1918. 
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THE VOICE IN THE STORM 

Unbridled bolts of ligfatning^ 
Fleck the stonn-blacked sky 
To flash in violence uncontrolled; 
And yet, their sdntillant radiance 
Seems to die 
Before a tihlding voice 
Of melody, as a pure bell on high, 
'Gainst which peals of furious thunder 
Course the span of heaven. 
Nigh rending it asunder, 
In a searching unleashed charge. 
Still the trill of a dear voice 
Velvety, unconquerable, 
Reflects in golden tones another choice, 
The sweet cleared atmosphere to follow. 



ANY FRENCH CITY 

Yesterday, mixed serried masses crowding together, 
Cheeriness and sadness intermingled; 
The streets o'er-run with color — ^heather 
Green, headgear of a red and gold together jingled. 
And o'er topping all, the silver knobbed horizon blue 
Adorning the plucky poUu — an unstable hue 
That scoffed the forced gaiety of things 
Until they wore the aspect mourning brings. 

To-day, the city's ways still packed with men 
In uniform ; the caf ^ with their women too ; 
The beggars old ; in trousers large the boys of ten — 
All quite the same, and still a spirit new, 
A living confidence so stable and so drab 
And quiet ; unanswerably halloing dear. 
The blue now merged into an all pervading khaki dab, 
'Tis plain the U. S. troops are here. 

April, 1918. 
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CREATURES 

When you are throttled and thrown 
In a blinding, breathing mass 
And struggle to wrench free 
And fight and gasp— -and all in vain, 
Then you learn to hate, fiery red, 
You damn the fleshy nauseous churls 
Who sense and chatter stereotype. 
Who snakelike on the belly crawl 
Boneless, gutless all — 
Sheep in the fold, slavish imps 
Ready to follow, willing to obey. 
Useless, earthy, ever in the way. 
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THE HUNS ON PARIS 

A finiiament studded with a million jewds, 
A city cushioned silently 
In slumber wrapt, 
A quarter moon in blazoned silver 
Casting its gentle rays. 

Hark to that moan, that rasping 
Chant of agony rising here 
And there and everywhere to shrieks of horror. 
As on a grill that foretells writhing torture 
The capital shudders to a startled wakefulness. 
Thus mighty sirens bellowing 
Their rage of justice 
Shake Paris from her roseleaf bed» 
Disrupt a silence breathing charms of love, 
Into a semi-consciousness 
Expectantly alarmed ; 
She rubs her tyts and scantily clothed 
Descends into the earth's cool shelters, 
There to bide the terrors 
Of a war lord's might. 

The shrieking sirens dwindle 
To a distant groan, then silence — 
Not the silence of sweet healthy sleep 
But ominous full charged with purpose sinister. 

A crash, and away to the North 
A shell-flash lightens the dark hued sky; 
Another and another follow till momentarily 
It seems a barrier of bursting steel 
Is hurled in even layers, to bar 
The wing6d enemies' advance. 
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And with the advent of the raised barrage 
Whose echoes advertise a puissance terrible. 
Shoot the rays of fifty searchlights, 
Each a cyclops seeking madly 
O'er a harassed heaven, 
The carriers of death. 

'Tis all in vain for now between 
The reverberating blasts of high explosive, 
Drone the undulating motors 
Like bees whose honey brews destruction, 
Of the fast-nearing Gothas. 
The city recoils to the awful stings 
That dart as comets from a mile above ; 
Burst upon burst as the bombs fall 
Mercilessly true to aim 
Staunch her very breath. 
A great flame leaps amidst the Qichy factories 
To tell in blazing light that death 
Has entered a sweet Paris night. 
In a momentary lull 
One seems to hear 
The death rattle of new bom babes, 
Poor mangled innocents. 
Carried on the summer gusts. 
Tis a respite mere 
That soon gives way to added din, 
For now a shock more rending than before 
Rips into the city's vitals ; 
Great panes of glass, with deafening roar, 
Shatter in a mjrriad bits ; 
A woman turns her torn and bleeding face,. 
And there in yonder thoroughfare 
A crater gapes many meters wide. 
So it goes. f 



Barrage, balloon^, all are in vain 
To counter even partially the boche attack ; 
The projectors a travesty, seeking futilely 
The fiends aloft in shrouds of darkness. 

At last the shriek of bomb and shell 
Gives way to a crowned silence. 
The Huns contented having turned toward home, 
Ambulances gather up the broken and the dead, 
The wrecking crews begin to right the havoc wrought, 
People partly clothed emerge from underground. 
With berloque blast and church bells ringing, 
"All is clear/' 

Paris philosophically drowses once again 
On a bed of thorns 
To wait the coming dawn. 
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PROPHECY OF A PESSIMIST 

This world an awful dream^ 
And life a lurid chaos 
With its unceasing stream 
Of blood, to quench a thirst 
Out there, too horrible to speak of — 

An endless red stained river 
Flowing to a basin 'tween the lines 
To seep down through a rotted earth unclaimed, 
Unwished for and yet battled o'er 
By tireless forces steeled unto the slaughtering point. 

This life, an orgy, marked by hues 
Of death and misery, destruction rife, 
Progress forgotten 'cept along those lines 
Wherewith to better Idll 
And snatch away more life. 

And I, a corpuscle still round and full 
Rushing headlong with myriads more 
To strike and shatter 'gainst that unclaimed strip; 
Adding thereby, my little drop 
Into the deathly stream. 

And while in this maddened serum 
There still remains a body red 
There shall be war — ^till the last red 
Sucked dry, leaves but the blanched remains. 
All skeletal and white, to lay aside the arms 
And wait, in lifeless peace, to die. 
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FOR THE CAUSE 

It's an awful chunk I've had to bite 
And it tastes more bitter than sweet, 
Yet I feel, by God, I am acting right 
Before every judge Til meet. 

Bitter, I say, and that's quite true. 
For it has been an uphill fight ; 
Quite lost in thousands all abrew, 
I have felt a damn wee mite. 

The government promised many things 
That she has forgotten, one and all — 
Tis the chaos I hope, that newness brings. 
So I've battled to choke my gall. 

I've forgotten myself for the great cause 
And gone forth as a martyr to try 
And lay aside all personal laws 
For my country — to live or die. 
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GENERVILLE 

A village in the hills, 
So snugly wrapped 
Behind the towers of Chartres. 
Peaceful and still, unroughed by war, 
I see my little peasant friends 
Treading their gladsome way 
Amidst the ripening fields. 
Men there are not 
Of the most robust type. 
Yet matters that? 

When all the vigor of this glorious land 
Is north to stem a tyrant's horde, 
And with success. 

And shall I not, myself, 

Soon grasp the handle 

Of the plbw of war 

And drive my little bit 

Ahead for lasting righteousness. 
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THE TAPESTRY ON THE WALL 
9 

The stalwart castle in slumber wrapt. 
And darkness din^n^ everywhere 
When a sweet wind murmurs in the air 
Through the mansion rooms and up the stair. 
Caressing some roses on the great board 
Then gently sighing 'gainst a thing of age, 
Rustling a tapestry of Flemish yore. 
That showed a lady with her court and sage 
And at her feet, a lover on the floor. 
She moves, unmoved, this wondrous thing 
Of flesh and blood, in sombrous brown arrayed 
With woven gold that seems to sing 
Her charms beneath waylaid ; 
She moves and leaves her court and sage 
And steps down to the mansion hall 
While on her lips relief, in song 
Is writ : but as the sighing breezes call. 
In numbers like her lashes long, they throi^ 
Men, many men all held in thrall 
By this creature, young divine of Flemish age 
That stepped from a tapestry in a mansion hall 
Arrayed in sombre brown with points of gold. 
She stamps her little foot and tosses her head in ^age 
On seeing what the world has come to, 
For these men at her feet are soldiers 
Armed to withstand a race of beasts 
Coveting a world's sweet core 
As they trampled and ravished and slew — 
Past masters in reddest gore. 
Disdain then curls on her lovely lips 
As she stands there in brown and gold 
And her gray eyes flash wisdom, centuries old, 
For she sees the world so little changed; 



That> as before, hate and death is as rife 
And the least of all counted things is life 
When men get a crazed idea in the head 
And lose their manhood, turn beasts instead, 
And it takes the world the same long years 
Of slaying and destruction to quiet its fears. 
So this lovely creature sighs with regret 
That a nation of men is yet helpless to gauge 
When a festered ambition transfixes its mind 
As the nations of men in another age. 

Then a sweet wind murmurs in the air 

Through the mansion rooms and down the stair 

And she turns, this woman, delicate and fair, 

Leaving the many soldiers on the mansion floor 

In thrall, 

To take her place again 'midst the regal court and sage 

In the tapestry on the wall. 
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THE LETTER FROM OVERSEA 

• 

All my soul sings to-nig^t 
A melody of that infinite sweetness 

Twould be sacrilege, if unrepressed, 
To voice in tones of brassy harshness. 

A chaos rare in my heart abounds 
In keeping with the springtime gloaming ; 

My being, the whir of cupid wings surrounds, 
For the elves of love are roaming. 

The gloaming fades to a violet night 
Alive with portend of the heavenly goal, 

To which I respond with a freedom li^t, 
A cupid wing having brushed my soul. 



THOSE TWO 

It was ghastly, those two who fell, 

And the nauseous odor of burning flesh — 

What more need I go on to tell? 

The bodies were pinned 'neath the flaming mesh. 

The pilot was young and on his last trip — 
His orders had come to return to the States 

When grim death stepped in and got her grip, 
Ably abetted by the harsh fates. 

The other was older and married, too — 
Quiet, possessed and efiicient as well, 

A type of whom there are but few — 

On his head, too, clanged the awful knell. 

Not battlmg au front were they shot down 
Nor do their names now ring with fame, 

They crashed far back near a quiet French town 
Yet they are heroes just the same. 
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THE CHATEAU OF CHATEAUDUN 

« 
In the shadow of lofty gargoyles 
'Neath the moulded flanks of battlement 
That rear their massiveness unto the sky . 
We simply iive, a colorless settlement. 
Striving in fathomless depths for liberty. 
The halls once trod by heei of feudal lord 
Are now besprinkled by some sundry baggages, 
And in the chamber where the high lord lay in state 
Are rows of army cots. The vestiges. 
Too, of midnight drunken brawls are gone 
That once held sway in guardroom and 'fore the castle gate. 
No armor clinks or shimmers in the dawn. 
Only a sentinel, khaki clad, wends his measured way 
To and fro before the moat, for centuries dry ; 
Its adamant bed now used as dumping ground 
For ashes, that do tumble from on high 
So sordidly — 

Yet, in the rising clouds of dust, are still the heroes old 
Of Gallic fame with polished coats of mail and faces bold. 



'TWAS EVER THUS 

He's young, he's mad and he dares, 
For he loves a girl with gray-green eyes. 
He's young 'cause he thinks she cares 
He's mad for he visions eternal lies 
And he dares 'cause the man within him cries 
To fight for that woman with gray-green eyes. 
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THE EVE OF BATTLE 

A Retrospect 

Standing as it were, at the portals of a great eternity, 
I cast, with mixed sorrow tho' more relief 

A glance along that narrow path of life 
Leading nowhere yet atrophying a true belief — 

I see the houses bordering this narrow way, 
The simple hovel 'side the palace grand 

Abounding in debauchery and orgy gay — 
While in the former only the poor hospitable hand. 

And so with life, the tinseled grandeur I forget. 
Those blatant empty spaces, so to speak — 

While all the smaller kindnesses live with me yet 
To purge me for the long eternity. 
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THE BOCHE 

Hard 'gainst the sky swoops a beacon» 
Gaunt, swift bird of prey ; 
Aloft do we send our weapon 
For the fell bird to slay. 

Hurtling to earth the hoche airman 
Shot down by a plane for the Right; 
Crashed into thousands, a demon, 
From an untold of height. 
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THE AERIAL BOMBER 

Thy weeping eyes, poor Belgium, art avenged, 
Thy murdered babes and ravished women paid for I 
In like coin have we the challenged, 
Met the first fierce champions of iron and gore. 
And thee, most holy Rheims, have we revenged ; 
Thy crumbling ruins, for which the Virgin wept, 
Are justified — we have paid thy debt, 
For German cities have been razed. 
With Freedom's high explosives swept. 



47 



MY VIRGIN 

Oh mortal bit of goddess 
Who through sin became divine, 
Inspiring men for centuries 
With thy carved features fine. 
Tell me, gracious lady, 
I who have sinned again, 
Shall I win thy favor back? 
Won't thou aid me, mother of men? 
Won't thou turn thy starlit eyes 
Till they rest on me? 
For comfort in these troublous days 
I have need of thee. 
I do not know a Christian prayer. 
For I am a Pagan free, 
Nor for Catholicism have a care. 
Yet as a man, I worship thee. 
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ANY HOSPITAL 

A man lay dothcd in shrouds of white. 

His face was ghastly, the bodjr worn, 
And a doctor divine droned the final rite 

Preparing this man for the Valley of Night. 
Yet young he was and strong he'd been. 

And as good as the rest of the world heM been ii 
He was human, too, and he'd fought and he'd loved. 

And he'd lost, as the most of us do. 

Yet now on his deathbed a smile lit his face 

As he dreamed of the girl he'd loved, not possessed. 

And lost to another his conscience confessed: 
He thought of that other with trembling frame, 

Aflame I But 'tis said he came of a hardy race 
So he died widi a smile on his face. 
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EULOGY 

That it was he of all, 
He, so self-possessed and sure, 
To have had this dreadful fall 
Unto an earth quite poor. 
And whether it's slip or stall or vritte 
First one and then another goes 
Till there shall be neither you nor me. 
Only the unalterable woes. 

Could I, I would fain cry : 
"Par whom next wUl be the dayf* 
Yet 'tis done without a sigh 
And silently. Nor do we pray 
To last till peace awhile 
When we have cleansed this lie. 
Rather we try no futile guile 
But quietly fly up— to die. 
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"ONE OF OUR PLANES — " 

One of our boys was killed at dawn. 
I am hard hit, I must confess; 
Tis my bunkie whom I mourn — 
Yet the raid was a great success. 

He was a tall, gaunt blond 
And simply he gave his life ; 
At the first call he did respond — 
He leaves a child and wife. 

I knew that my heart was bruised 
When my bunkie earthward tore. 
Then his memory was abused — 
So my heart is doubly sore. 

For in the brief official list 
I read, the bunkie whom I yearn 
Is mentioned by the tool that's missed : 
''One of our planes did not return/* 
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THE FRIEND 

Midst heaps of rusty nails, one splint 
Shone radiant as only a rare metal can; 
In all that rusted lot 
This from the mint 
Alone reflected gold, 
Not merely tan, 

I made him my bosom friend 
And as dearest brothers we became; 
Oftimes did he defend 
My name from mud and slime, 
For he was a man. 
Sans blend. 
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HER FAITH 

Tis for you, my dearest, I am waiting, 
Tis you I am thixiking of ; 
My honor is in need of no belating 
When you do wear my glove. 
Champion you are of all that is mine, 
My heart is yours and my soul too; 
My thoughts shall keep you fine, 
My dearest, ever to battle true. 



\ 



II "m i 



^1^ 



DAME CHANCE 

To whom the thanks be given 
That I still live, to eat and sleep 

And feel and know and see 

The morrow's sun upward creep? 

Have the Fates lost their scissors, 
That to-day I survived the scrap, 

Or perhaps, really there is a God 
Who guards me in his lap. 

But no 1 For the boches bow their heads 
To that same God in prayer; 

Dame Chance rules my star of life, 
Let her handle it with care 1 



IT WILL COME 

It will come at last. 
That thing for which they died^ 
For which the lives of men 
In mutilated millions, 
Are rent to death 
Or tortured on the rack of war. 
For which the mind of man 
From every seeing land is called 
To strain and wrench relentlessly, 
For which the handiwork of lives 
Is drained and spent, 
The toil of generations 
Sapped and blanched, 
The souls of untold women. 
Even children, sacrificed ; 
For which a myriad cities, 
Ransacked, lie in ruins, 
The very core of nations 
Bent and thwarted 
To an awful use — 

To fortify a glorious cause 

And justify a glorious end. 

It will come, that thing. 

For which the world is giving 

Years of peaceful progress 

To wallow in the awful trough of savagery. 

Filled with the nations' blood 

Who offer all their vitals 

Unto a ruthless Mars ; 

So that the world may live 

And taste throughout the freshness 

Once again, of that same liberty 

For which our fearless forebears died. 



And it will come, 

That thing for which they died, 

Those countless millions, 

In victory for us 

A liberty for all. 

September 1, 1918. 
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REPRISAL 

Up into the silences of night 

A tool of man with cambric wings 

And engine throbbing fire and light 

Qifflbed to the height of nebulous things. 

Two men and the circles of the right 
Flew, on the bitter mission sent, 
Into the inky vault of night 
On reprisal bent 

Reprisal, a living two edged knife 
Crying a tooth for a tooth 
And a life for a life-— 
Tis savagery, knowing no ruth. 

The two returned from the midnight raid 
And one at least was rapt in thought. 
For in the eastern light dawn-made 
Seemed a face divinely wrought. 

It seemed so pure and strong 
To purge the sins that men commit; 
For her he could not do a wrong — 
He forgot where his bombs had hit. 
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TIDINGS 

The putrid hell of battle. 
Screeching shell and bomb, 
Ruthless gas and flaming death, 
The bayonet and mortar, 
A stinking mass of cadaver. 
The thunder of a raised barrage 
Covering an unowned strip- 
Great cannon to support the lines 
That boom a song and chant 
To the echoes of shaking hills, 
A reverberating victory. 

Thus comfort to the North is brought 
And safety on sighing breezes 
Wafted to the scattered distances 
Of Central France. 

September, 1918. 
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ALL IN A NIGHT'S WORK 



SUPERSTITION 

A jet shot out of the eastern sky 

And froze us to attention. 
For it foretold one was to die — 

Though that we dared not mention. 

This beacon in a dead, cold heaven, 
Gaunt spectre in the ghostly night, 

Transformed the brain to futile leaven. 
For we were stunned with fright. 

We fought well next day, the three, 

Though I knew fear gripped our heartstrings, 

And when the death wound was spending me 
It was prophesy on fate's swift wings. 
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THE PLANE OF COMMAND 

• 
Onward in whistling paths 

Midst sbelb that scream 
And rodots that soar, 

As a livid dream 
Through a curtain of steel 

From the hochts on the ground 
We snake a way. 

As no newsboy wound 
His darting path 

Through teemed thoroughfare. 
With eyes on the earth 

With eyes in the air, 
Away from the sun 

Then straight in its glare 
For the lurldng patrol 

Of enemy planes; 
Let them swoop down 

And^ sldll or brains 
Can keep the lone liaison 

Ship from its doom. 
If s to see and to act 

Or a battlefield tomb. 
So forge onward and over 

The enemy lines 
While the air and earth 

Ooak deadly designs. 
But two pair of eyes 

Must watch for all things 
And while stavii^ them off 

Seek knowledge on wings. 
It takes some nerve 

And a bit of luck, 
For the wisest head even 

Can't big shells duck. 



'Tis the chance of war 

And the sport of the game 
And the lad who is crashed 

Is rarely to blame ; 
For plane of command work 

Is risky at best 
And the chaps who survive it 

Are truly blessed. 
It's onwafd and over 

Till the mission's attained 
We turn and we dart 

And our side is regained. 
Then back in the 'drome 

As war flyers trained 
We make our report 

In voices unstrained. 
For the things unaccomplished 

We're sharply blamed; 
For the dope that we got 

We remain unfamed, 
For the chances we took 

No round of acclaim. 
It's for love o' country 

And part o' the game. 

Argonne-Meuse Offensive. 



AN ESSENCE ALONE 

What is it we are battling for 
Rising scintillant there in the sky? 
Pure and purer — ^no matter what gore — 
Everlastingly fine, unsmirched by a lie I 

Tell me that, making men divine, 
Unbodied above what is sold and bought. 
An essence alone makes men better than kine, 
'Tis freedom in living and thought. 
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THE DOUGHBOY . 

Praise to you, simple doughboy, 

In your bloody, heathen work 

With the filth and stench of trench life 

That you do never shirk. 

'Tis you who make our boundaries 
Pushing ever on ahead, 
And you it is have stopp^ Hun steel 
And counted the most dead. 

To you comes but the hell of war, 
Not individual joy, 

Yet, when the thing is done and past. 
Well not forget you, doughboy. 
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VERDUN 

A gentle stream winds its way 
Through a northern valley of desolation 
That the bloody might of man has wrought 
To effect right in a stricken day. 
To the east in this desert of despair 
There lies a mass, all crushed, that once 
Was Douaumont; 

To the west fhe shattered Dead Man's Hill 
And a dozen other fortresses. 
Here for two seasons in a bygone year 
France gave of her very best 
To carpet the crying shell-split earth, 
Stopping with naked flesh and knife 
The Prussians' headlong drive. 
Here, the sons of liberty willed 
''On ne passe pasf* superior to all 
The fearful shot of the war lord's might. 
And here in untold sacrifice 
France, alone, taught the world 
That the Hun invincible had failed. 

Some of us have seen the powdered city. 
Cut by the placid Meuse, 
When gunflash and battle smoke 
Throttled an endless death terrain, 
And without another sign of life 
In the long soul depressing vale 
Told a story of most surpassing 
Human trial. 
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Twas around this little citadel 
France bared her throbbing breast 
To halt unconquerable beasts. 
And halted they were, forever — 
Aye, but at what a cost. 
She did it with her bayonet and fist 
And her dying and dead as ramparts. 
Yet the mailed monsters could not break 
The naked human wall of liberty, 
For it had willed inflexibly 
"On ne passe pas!" 

In years to come. 

When new green sod has erased 

This fearful No Man's Land, 

May the chance passing traveller 

Pause here awhile to think: 

This little powdered city 

On the banks of a peaceful stream 

Is the spirit of living France, 

The spirit that bore her sons triumphant 

Through four long years of hell, 

The spirit that won the war. 

Undying glory to the nation 
That gave unflinchingly her heart 
To save the world for freedom 
During those blood drenched months 
Around a little powdered city 
Called Verdun. 
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L'ENVOI 

• 

Dearest Mother, you may know 

Wherever I may rest, 
In the prison camp or the unmarked grave, 

I have seen my dufy 
And tried my best 

To be kind, yet soldierly and brave. 



"ON DIT " 

They speak of the horror of flying 
O'er the darkened lines at night 
Loaded with bombs of destruction. 
So essentially part of the fight. 
They tell of the flyer's bravery 
As he soars through the blackened sky 
Rolling the dice with life and death 
And giving dread fear the lie. 
In awed, hushed tones they speak of the air, 
Its dangers, and flyers as supermen. 
Well, I've done my bit in the sky over there. 
And they are far from that, I ken. 
As a matter of fact, one hasn't time 
To ponder the risks and respective valor ; 
The sector is known, the route flown o'er 
And we seek the details vital in war. 
Thus the job of the airman's like all the rest 
In this crisis where men risk their necks: 
He gets his orders, he does his work, 
He doesn't seek fame, he doesn't shirk. 
There's a spot to be cleansed 
We know what it is. 
And till the work's done 
No happiness. That's all. ^ 
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TO THE DYING AND THE DEAD 

Years must have turned 
Their steady grind, it seems, 
Since the awful war scorched 
Hours of yesterday — 
Since the cries of broken men 
Rent a horrid air 
And chased the fearful hours 
Of the crimsoned light far into 
Death swept shadows of night; 
Shadows to freeze the last 
Remaining fibre of the wretched day, 
When frightfulness leapt in the 
Flaming tongues of war 
To gnaw its way to a heartless sunset — 
Shrivelled the body of man. 
Sucked the life of nation 
To the chant of dire agony 
Of the dying and the dead. 

The dying and the dead — 

Gorgeous in their untold sacrifice 

Immortalizing human earth, 

S3rmbolic of a cause 

That glitters brightest 

In the starry firmament of history. 

The dying and the dead — 

Incentive for the braving 

Of the sapping strife, hurled roughshod 

To be fought and conquered 

Only with the life blood 

Of the valiant sons of liberty 

Before the dawn of victory and peace. 
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Praise to you, worthy millions, 
Who have passed the pit of Hell 
In life, to see and know 
The cause well justified 
And feel the gentle light of dawn 
That ushers in another day — 
The day of victory and peace. 

But hail, above all, to you, 

The dying and the dead. 

Who stopped the steel of monarchy 

And with hearts' blood emblazoned 

Everlastingly 

Our monument of liberty. 
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SOMMES'NOUS ASSEZ LOIN? 

Do they who cry *'go an" 
Till there is not a potent German 
Living, know what of they speak? 
Have they seen the residue 
That processes of ruthless man 
Can leave? 

A country most surpassing fair 
Not only scarred but mutilated, 
Beaten to the awful state 
Where forests lie uplifted by the root, 
Cities churned to a mass of powdered rock, 
Valley and field and road replaced 
By one vast desolation — 
That is the fruit of war, 
And more, the very flower of a peaceful race 
Sacrificed to turn the bloody mill. 

If they who cry **go on'* 
Have seen and understand — 
"Speak onr 

If not, let tongues that truly know 
The portent of the words "go on'* 
Decide the question reaching 
In the heart of man 
To farthest comers of the world; 
Let heads that do not wag alone, 
But think as well 
Tell freedom's armies 
Whether in disruption of a race 
Already conquered 
There is only wisdom ; 
Whether it is worth the price 
That must be paid for every 
Added day of war 
In freedom's men and soil. 

October 80, 1918. 
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PROCLAIM, O TRUMPETERS I 

Hark ye, lusty trumpeters of the world, 
For I would have ye proclaim in tone 
Most clarion to all men, the echoes hurled 
Reverberant from sheer mountain crown of white alone 
E'en to the peaceful sleeping dew-besprinlded vale — 
Proclaim, O trumpeters, that I exult 1 So clear, 
So piercing pure should blow thy blasts to hail 
Attention of all living things; the Kootney ram will rear 
His antlered head in majestic joyousness unrestrained 
On some precipitous crag — and pause to hear 
Will the furry timid hare in verdant dale contained — 
Thus blow, O trumpeters, for I exult and dear 
Indeed seems all the earth in this unclouded dawn. 

The morning of November 11, 1918. 
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THE GODDESS VICTORY 

It is a goddess there before me 
With hair and lips divine 
And lustrous eyes so colored like the sea; 
She whispers she is mine * 
To take and love and care for — 
'Tis an earthly being and yet — divine : 
A woman young and full that grips my soul the more. 
I cannot move, I cannot answer ^'yes^ — 
As she stands there with wondrous hands that call — 
My spirit quite overwhelmed in happiness. 
I am loosed — ^and at her dear feet fall 
And mumbling, as a little boy, do tell her 
Of this wondrous thing she's given me, 
That's raised me far above all earthly pelf, 
And breathe my love and whisper 'tis "Herself f* 
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UNE PETITE CHANSON D' AMOUR 

Tell me that which is dearest 
Of all there is in the world? 
The winning of bloody wars merest, 
Or the darling of darlings — ^my girl. 

Give me the latter forever, 
Don't tell me the other exists — 
I'll be a warrior — ^neverl 
'Less my darling of darlings insists. 
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THOSE WEIRD DAYS 

• 

A woman came to me out of the sl^, 
My lips she caressed with her red ones. 
And all I could do was to wonder why I 
For in those weird days of the booming guns 
I had lost heaven's k^, a woman's touch — 
And why they adored her, men of the world, 
For not being a soldier, how could she be much ? 



FREEMEN 

You would have the name^ 
Of the hordes who to the colors sprang, 
Leaving their all in a far distance dear, 
Risking their all 'gainst the bloody fang 
Of a menace too terrible ; not with fear 
But exultant, inspired as men of their mould. 
Heroes, may they never be needed again, 
Who fought and died as never did hero of old. 
Their names you have in a single breath — Freemen. 
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LITTLE SISTER OF FRANCE 

Here's to you, little sister of France, 
For your ways and looks and thought ; 

U. S. women by your side 

In comparison figure nought. 

You are simple, good and full of life, 
Chic — Si hundred times over again. 

And you it is make the very best wives 
For you really cater to men. 

Our extravagant creatures better heed 
Ere the men in France come back. 

For they know and love the dear French type 
And must see what their own do lack. 
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A LES MERES HONOREES 

{A Tribute) 

Dearest mother, the work is done^ 
'Though sons of the world have given their blood, 
Dearest mother, that the day might be. won 
And the world freed of its cursed mud. 

Yet dearest mine, not the sons gave most 
When their blood on those French fields flowed, 
It is the mothers of sons, host upon host 
Who gave their all, where the reaper mowed. 

Dearest mother, the day is ours 

For peace is writ on the nations' shields. 

Oh mothers bereaved, the spring and her flowers 

Is the soul of their bodies that lie 'neath French fields. 

Oh mother and mothers, the credit is yours 
Who know what it is to yearn for and miss. 
Yet who sent forth your sons with a spirit so pure 
That living or dead they taste victory's kiss. 
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THE ROAD OF FREEDOM 

(Verdun to Etain) 

Can this be that same ravaged land, 
This land of silences 
Where but yesterday man 
Voiced his warring rage 
In the great gmis that boomed 
Unceasingly, 

And rocked the very hills ? 
Was this that desert of the dying, 
This endless mass of rusted wire, 
Stumps of trees 
And labyrinth of trenches 
Nigh decayed. 
Where but yesterday 
Freedom struck her crowning blow 
To victory? 

This maze of mutilated nature 
Where yesterday 
There lay a myriad men 
All crushed to fragments, 
The awful toll 
That battling nations 
Paid to principle. 

Yet, 'tis so— 
For through the limitless chaos 
Already winds a new cemented road 
Glistening white and pure — 
The road of freedom » 

That armies of the right do use 
To pass as victors 
Toward the north; there to 
Extract the dire penalties. 
That in all justice 
Crushed autocracy must pay. 
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Yes, 'tis so — 
For does not the very silence 
In this blighted region 
Of the Meuse 
Breathe a peace hard won? 
A peace that has been built 
Upon the hearts and life blood 
Of the fearless sons of liberty ; 
A peace with victory 
That only came 
Because there were still men 
Who could, undaunted, 
Give their all 
That the world might live. 

And with that peace came silence, 

The first silence 

This poor land has known 

In the four long years 

Of most destructive war. 

November, 1918. 
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QTIZENS OF FRANCE 

They came to tell us of their gratitude 
Six aged citizens of Xivry town, 
Six aged citizens and a tiny girl 
Who carried in one hand a bunch of scented flowers 
And in the other a little flag, our flag, 
Home made of roughest stuffs, 
As offering of heartfelt thanks. 
They came, these seven, age and youth. 
Wreathed in warmest smiles. 
They told us of their love in simple sentences 
To move far harder hearts than ours. 
In simple sentences uttered by a mite of ten. 
That yet cried aloud the nobility of soul 
And purity of spirit and humbleness of love 
That is so truly the glory of imperishable France. 
We rose in silence, forty-four Americans 
To hang upon her words that breathed a grace i nous 
For the relief that we had brought. 
And saw more keenly than on a printed page 
The sufferings these mortals endured 
With untold fortitude for four long years and more 
Beneath Attila's brutal sway. 
In the faces of six venerables we read 
The heroic story of beings who had 
Gladly given all for France, 
Who had known starvation, bondage, death 
And still could smile. 
Who had marshaled every finer instinct, 
Every resource of the soul to survive 
A vandal's savage heel by patiently enduring it. 
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Helpless they were these martyred patriots of France 

To uncounted onerous burden, to each diurnal torture, 

Inflicted by a breed of fiendish man ; 

And never did a day in those stricken years 

Draw to its weary close without one. 

Six aged citizens and a tiny girl, 

Whose kin had counted women violated, 

Sons lined up and shot 

To satisfy a war lord's lust. 

We read all this in their wan, fine faces 

And then marveled that they still could smile; 

We would have marveled perhaps more 

Had we realized these six aged men 

Could only smile because they had been 

Born and bred in fibre and soul 

Citizens of sturdy, unconquerable France. 

Yet tears nigh welled in four score eyes 

As the little company of seven, 

Six venerable citizens of France and a child of ten, 

Their thanks given, their fraternity expressed. 

Filed from our meeting room to wend 

Their gladsome way to village hearths. 

Xivry-Cir court, November 26, 1918. 
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GRAVES 

Now that the strife is over, 
Now that the war is done 
Where lie those countless heroes, 
Heroes who died unsung? 

Shall we go seek and find them, 
Those lone cross marked graves, 
Scattered o'er the hills of France 
Where fell some million braves? 

Rather keep their soul with us 
And let the bodies lie 
Of the many million heroes 
Who, so we might live, did die. 
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METZ 

A pawn 'tween two chessmen's hands 
A hybrid of no set ownership, 
A snag in eighteen-seventy 
Whose rugged battlements delayed 
The Prussians' sweep for months. 
A goal in nineteen-dghteen 
Whose glistening turrets 
Summoned the Allies' greater effort 
That Metz might be once again 
Returned to France and liberty. 

Metg, November 27, 1918. 
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LUXEMBURG 

(Upon a fite given by the City of Lux- 
emburg to Allied officers) 

Bowing to the victors, 
Fawning praise and drool, 
This time it is the Allies 
Ye have come to fool. 
Now that the war is over 
And victory is ours 
Ye boot-lick our officers 
With feting in your towers. 
Petty, jejune noblemen 
Lacking ideals' light, 
Ever seeking pittances 
Where lies the swaying might. 
For years it was the Prussians 
From whom crass life ye bought 
And now it is the Allies 
Your courtiers have sought. 
Have ye no whit of honor 
As dauntless Belgium showed? 
Is your nation's self-respect 
Grain to be foully mowed 
And bartered by your princelings 
To every kind of man ? 
Think not, snake-lipped Luxemburg, 
Ye shall survive again 
The justice that is due you 
Playing the Prussians' game. 
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When ye know us better 

Ye will learn the name 

And punishment that's meted 

To those, who lackitig nerve. 

In times surmountable 

Through bribe or threat did swerve. 

Ye will learn the terms applied 

To base autocracy 

And the esteem such are held in 

By nations of the free. 

Luxemburg, November 30, 1918. 
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HEROES AND HEROES 

Victory has come to us, 
The strife is about all done — 
We hail the storming multitudes, 
Multitudes of the gun ; 
Acclaiming our prided flower, 
Joy shining in the eye 
As they return from the battlef ront, 
Those that did not die ; 
Those who through skill or chance or both, 
Playing the heroes' game. 
Survived the fight and are coming home — 
Those should we acclaim. 
• • • • • 

But there are those — alas, not few — 

To whom is the cowards' share. 

Who used all means to avoid the front 

And the risks they did not dare ; 

They, too, are coming home with men 

Who have fought their way through the dark — 

They, too, I fear shall we acclaim 

Not brand with the cowards' mark. 

Because they are clad in uniform — 

Beyond that we do not hark. 



And with all these multitudes coming home 
As victors across the sea, 
We shall forget that the greatest of them 
Can never come home to see. 
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Those I mean, really the first of them 

That early went up the line 

With a gun and a pack — and died, 

Only as men that are fine 

Can die 'midst shot and shell in the worst o' the 

heU, 
In the first of the fight 
When there wasn't a thing the Allies had 
To equal the Huns' crude might. 
We'll be prone to forget the real heroes then, 
The example given us all 
By the handful of men, only half equipped. 
Who went out to battle and fall — 
'Cept some mother or father or wife, perhaps. 
In whose face tears of sorrow shine. 
Only they 'tis have the right to cry : 
"The greatest hero was mine/' , 
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THE GREATEST 

In the first hard months of the bloody war 

There were speakers and boasters and soldiers and mon 

There was a man who worked silently on, 

Only brains were his tools, not wordy gush : 

It wasn't our Wilson 

Or England's Lloyd George 

But France's strategist Foch. 

During those choking anguished drear times 
When the boches were clanging on triumph's chimes, 
Who was it that forced on the cheeks of war 
The Allies' victorious flush ? 

It wasn't our Wilson 

Or England's Lloyd George 

But France's General Foch. 

There will come a time in these peaceful years 
When historians gather with prophets and seers 
To pick the name of the war's greatest man. 
The man who has crushed the boche. 

It won't be our Wilson 

Or England's Lloyd George 

But France's Marechal Foch. 
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UTOPIA 

(France seen from Germany) 

Subconsciously I see 

A world far off; pleasantly 

Its softened castles strike the eye 

'Neath a sweet azure sky. 

The streets refulgent clean 
Lacking all those places mean 
Where men are crushed and downed, 
Where alone cacophonies abound. 

Another world — faces sweet and clear 
Whispering thoughts too dear 
That breathe a love 
One dares but dream of. 

Treves, December, 1918. 
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AMERICAN OCCUPATION 

We've proved ourselves good warriors, 

Men of the fighting stamp. 
But playing the role of victor — 

Well we don't apply the clamp. 
From Trier north to Coblenz 

We pass boches in the streets 
And do not make them doff their hats 

Or stoop to humble feats. 
We do not lock them indoors 

When the sun has sunk to rest, 
But leave that to their judgment 

To decide as they deem best. 
We don't enforce our victor's might, 

We rather let them live 
And tho' we know they're brutal Huns 

Nothing must they give. 
We know they are lying and tricky, 

Would stab us in the back 
Were they not a bit too yellow — 

Or wisdom they did lack. 
So they're cringing and they're servile 

And seem glad our lads to serve: 
'Though that's because they're hypocrites 

And for battle lost their nerve. 
They know they've got their skin to save, 

They'll stoop to any end ; 
It isn't that they're trying to change 

That they so easily bend. 
We saw what did this breed of man 

Where France and Belgium lay. 
Yet occupying as victors 

For pound and pound we pay. 



M 



1 

1 



\ 



Our officers in their hotels 

As guests do foot the bill, 
Our soldiers call them gentlemen. 

Don't put them through the mill. 
We pay them at their prices 

With smiles we greet their frowns, 
We almost cater to these Huns 
} Our good nature's without bounds. 
And what will be the end of this 

If they're not taught their place? 
Why, the Hun will take advants^, 

It's typical of his race. 

So, the English say we've failed 

Though a damn fine fighting nation, 

And the plucky French agree with them 
When it comes to occupation. 

Treves, December, 1918. 



THOSE DUMB DEVILS 

Cleared is the sky of blood 
And cleaned the lecherous mud 
Of the bowels of battling men; 
Never to return again 
Those hordes of driven beings, 
Residue of a mad world's seethings, * 

Fleeing as refugees before the Hun 
Nor spared his brutal axe and gun 
For four long years ; till he was downed 
And beaten, safely bound 
By citizen armies of the Right 
That struck with an unerring might, 
For every man knew the reason why ; 
'Twas Freedom's call and no need to lie 
As a king to his German soldiery did, 
And the poor dumb devils at monarchy's bid, 
Took their turns to go out and die 
With never a whimper or a cry. 
Pulp they were in a master hand 
Moulded to slave for a fatherland 
Of falsest ideals and intrigue and greed; 
Planted in them a century seed, 
So how could those dumb devils have thought 
When by that same fatherland bred and taught. 
Through its king, had ordained in heaven's name. 
To go and seek more glory and fame : 
"Our armies are largest, surpassingly fine. 
So why not on riches of other lands dinef" 
Thus spoke King William to his kine 
And they listened to Allah, on Allah's shrine. 
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It's taken four years of bloody war 
To show those dumb devils their worst flaw; 
That William the Second was never needed 
And certain ideas were better weeded — 
And that there are some on this earth 
Who can puncture even a German girth ; 
And that conceit isn't better than law 
Tho' it might be German, so what else for? 
A citizen army taught them more, 
For example that Right isn't made by gore, 
Or that even Hun armies can't rape and kill 
Without, as others, footing the bill. 

A citizen army taught them all this, 
An army bom of freedom's kiss ; 
Tho' the boche didn't see how this could be 
'Cause the boche had been drowned in Monarchy. 

« 

December, 1918. 
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THE HUN OF 1919 

His armies are decimated, 
His lords are unseated at last 
And the system desecrated 
By freedom's warring blast ; 
But the spirit is still surviving 
Of those days when he looked at the world 
As a prize to be conquered and trampled, 
When the Vaterland's might imfurled. 
His armies are decimated, 
His veneer is to fawn and to lie, 
Yet his heart' belies his action, 
He still yearns at our throats to fly 
For we have proven his *Kultur rotten. 
We have shown up his German grain, 
The things he loves most we've taken — 
His hopes, his Kaiser, his reign. 
He tells us he wants a republic. 
That's part of his role of sham 
To lick the boots of the powers. 
For a republic to him is to damn 
All that he reveres and worships. 
All that he can understand 
In his pride and his tribal instinct — 
"Gott, Koenig und Vaterland," 

He's insidious now as ever, 
Propaganda's as rife as before, 
Tho' we've drawn the teeth of the dragon 
He's still vicious, if too drained for war. 
So he seeks us with friendly approaches 
For pity and mercy to cry, 
Like the dog who turned on his master 
His lips his eyes belie. 
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Still is he the Hun of the ages 
The beast we learned to hate; 
Still must he pay the penalty. 
For he diced and he lost to fate. 

There's only one power he knows of, 
Tis the ruthless heel of the strong. 
Were we now to treat him humanely 
'Twere only our dead to wrong. 
For the Hun is the Hun of the ages 
To-day as ever before; 
His conceit is still undiminished ; 
Let it live — ^'twill mean more war. 
No progress can come to that tribe of man 
Till his pride is trampled out. 
There is only one way to do that 
Like we put his armies to rout — 
Force is his obvious master 
Then force we must employ, 
Distasteful tho' this is to us 
The method excludes alloy. 

Maybe in cycles of years to come 
The Hun may see the light 
And learn the word fraternity 
And discover the other man's right. 
But to-day he clings to his darkness 
In the old infernal way. 
And 'though he gave in to our armies 
His spirit's the same, all men shall see, 
As the time he set foot in Belgium 
When der Tag seemed destined to be. 
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THE RHINE>-1919 

Oh Rhine, it seems thy proud swift course 
Has slackened, and thy rearing castles 
Are far less possessed of feudal force 
Since armies of the free have camped 
Upon thy curved and tortuous shore. 
Thy beauties are still there, yet fail 
We do to see the beauties of a lore 
Whose graces were not thine — 
A lore about thee, O Rhine, yet sung by Prussian bards 
So full of coarse brutality, of barons old 
Who wielded sword and knife as only German dastards 
Can, seeking a world's sweet gold ; 
A lore whose fry were kine of gore 
That cost the seeing world those toilsome years 
And loss of life in war and more, much more. 
No more the battlements of towering Schloss, 
Of Drachenfels or bristling Pfalz 
Instil in us that kind respect and former awe, 
For we have learned, alas ! too well 
Such concrete preparations make alone for war. 
The Lorelei no more can raise our fears 
For are there not 'tween Coin and Coblenz 
And the further Mainz those men of victory 
Who cleaned the world when all were seeing red 
And then advanced, oh Rhine, up to thy banks 
To tell us and thy people, too: Germania is dead! 
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MAN 

The puny yowlings of a puny thing 
Of flesh and blood. 
That soils a universe 
Of untold mass and purity 
Most beautiful. 

The nauseous pin-pricks of a thing mundane, 
Essaying to turn a current 
Pulsing mightily strong 
Into lanes unreal; 
Essaying to thwart the pristine 
Puissance of a force 
Unconquerable, 

Bowing but to nature for a mistress 
And her mate the essence beautiful. 
A bestial thing and small — 
O foolish idiot that tries 
The great impossible — 
O Thing Divine, that can surmount 
Forbidden obstacles of nature 
Because in limpid pools of thought 
It has that essence of the being divine. 
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THE PENDULUM 

Oh slender pendulum of the universe. 
Swinging with thy weighted end of energy 
The world, loose from the bonds of monarchy 
And free from intrigues of a royal curse ; 
Let not thy hard won conquests now disperse, 
Passing in thy great kinetic stride democracy, 
To reach a ruin that waits thee in the throes of anarchy- 
Waits but to spend thy honor and to waste thy purse. 

Thou didst awaken from thy lethargy. 
Oh world, to free thyself with untold energy-; 
But hark not, from lesser evils of long standing monarchy 
To plunge thyself a slave to most dreaded anarchy. 
Rather shape from that first extreme a middle course 
To bask in freedom, not in red untempered force. 

March, 1919. 
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ELEMENT ALS 

/Tis strange that man must always clothe 
Crass fact with a sweet veneer; 
'Tis especially true of foundation things 
Where crudeness harks dreadfully near — 
A shadow hulks, 'tis the greatest war — 
A war of the world with hate and fear 
As the keystone guiding our very act; 
With hate and fear prompting the very thought 
When other causes we vainly sought 
To justify a most pristine gore, 
Trying to conceal the reversion to type — 
A defensive war and the primal law. 

Liberty ! sung for the world at large, 
War ! that the banner shall wave on high 
With the letters of freedom engraved thereon 
For man, for beast, for all was the cry. 
Man were the animals kindred to us, 
Beast the attacking horde 
Who trampled Belgium and Northern France 
And knew no might 'cept the unsheathed sword 
And no lord, but their tribal god. 

A deluded people we dubbed that breed 
To excite in us a pity and love 
That we leave our homes, go out and die 
To force on them freedom — convention's lie; 
For all the while we hated and feared 
Lest this monster of mail steal our ideal, 
Feared that his bloody attempt might succeed 
And hated him for it — ^that was real. 
Yet we hid our feelings in saccharine phrase 
And while our own blood stained days and days 
We spoke of a thing like democracy 
For the monster and his cordons of steel 
Who worshipped no code but the crimsoned sword 
And no lord but a tribal god. 
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UNDER THE ARC DE TRIOMPHE 

March on, O cordons of victory 
In the ray of a new-bom day, 
With the sense of a dirty game finished 
'Neath clear heavens emerged from the gray. 
Smile through your tears at the work done, 
Tears that you shed for your dead — 
Smile as you polish your knife and gun 
Tools that are stained all red ; 
And polish them well, O strong ones, 
Till they flash in the victors' parade 
And make the knife sharp, not for the Huns, 
But for the new dawn it has made ; 
Made in the anguish and trough of night, 
Made .with the vitals of great men, 
Men who knew what it was to fight 
And give and give and die then. 

Under the Arc de Triomphe they tread 
O God, what a sight to see 
And a thousand broken bodies led — 
God, what men they must be — 
Feeling and knowing, yet giving 
To break the shackles and thong; 
Broken, half-dead, yet living 
In the glory of righted wrong. 
Men, like the men who follow, 
The Marshals that saved the world — 
Still, the cheers of the people ring hollow 
When we think of those others hurled 
To death and destruction, and glad to go 
And their shrine, but a great idea 
That strengthened them in the face of fear 
And steeled them when their blood did flow; 
That kept them smiling when death crept near 
And emblazoned their spirits as life did go. 
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No 'tis not the Generals won the war 
But the muscles of brass that did bravely die 
With the will to win in the darkest gore 
And the seeking for truth in a festered lie. 

As they pass 'neath the Arc de Triomphe, 
O people kneel. 

E'en as you smile on this hallowed day, 
That those ranks of khaki and blue made real — 
In victory let us pray ; 
Just a little word of thanksgiving 
That we're spared to rejoice and be gay, 
And a silent thought be giving 
For those that passed in hours gray. 
And let a tear fall for those now gone. 
Whose bodies rot at the front where they lay ; 
That gave their all that this day might be bom, 
Yet whose spirit still lives in the sense of right 
Tho' their lives have fled, in the hellish night 
When the earth was steeped in terrible red 
And the heavens shrouded in gray. 
Yes, their spirit must live in every heart 
For their soul in its undying might 
Has given the world its future chart 
In the will and the hope to do right. 

So soldiers, who passed the dread crisis 
In life, march for those others who fell. 
Clad in khaki or blue unserried, 
March as they'd have you, strong and well. 
For you symbolize liberty living 
That sent the mailed monsters to Hell. 

July 14, 1919. 



105 



THE MEDITERRANEAN 

• 
Pearl, in a she)!, untainted yet, 
Still smiled on by heaven's warmth, 
E^ed by lands one can't forget 
Resplendent in blue and gold ; 
Unchanged by frigate now musty and old, 
Unaffected by dreadnot^hts cold — 
Her waters' charm must ever be 
The most chanmng of any sea. 
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UESPRIT DE FRANCE 

Tom and gore-soaked thy garments are, 
And drenched with filth, thy locks. 
And yet thine eyes flash without mar 
For the tyrant is crashed on the rocks. 

Didst thou not hold for years and years 
The Teutonic hordes with uplifted hand? 
Tho' thou wept for the dead with blood-red tears. 
Thou hast saved thy beauteous land. 

Effort is over and respite come 
And thy purity stmg o'er the world. 
Flaming spirit that struck the foe dumb, 
Praise be to thy banners unfurled. 

Then* rejoice well, O spirit of fairest France, 
Tho' thou sacrificed blood of thine heart. 
For broken to atoms Germania's lance, 
Love and peace is thy noble part 1 
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DANDELIONS 

Nodding their golden scoffing heads 
As far as the eye can see. 
A solid bank of luxury. 
Most softly dazzling beds 
That draw, yet mock me 
Till I cushion head and all 
Among their cooling sensuousness, 
Carried far from human call 
By opiates of yellowness. 
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THE ROAD TO MECCA 

The wonderful months are gone, 
The stream of two lives, dear, yours and mine 
Has spent its course to dusk from dawn; 
And black has turned the blood red sign 
Symbolic of love-kiss, effect like wine 
On the road to Mecca and the Eastern Sun, 
As we held each other in bonds of iron. 
Tis all over and the parting is done 
And never again shall our senses reel 
With the maddened throb of desire's cry, 
'Though a salt seared wound FU ever feel 
When I think of the days of you and I 
On the road to Mecca and the Eastern Sun — 

A body of passion, soft orient sound, 

The kiss of night, a breath of wind. 

Palm leaves above, sweet moss on the ground ; 

Ah Allah 1 the staid mountain tops must have sinned. 
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SLEEP 

G>me^ seal these eyelids quite so soft 
I can but subtly sense thy touch. 

Caress these lips, bear me aloft 

On zephyrs winged, of buoyant clutch — 

To that land of dreams take me, 
Then vision the one I yearn to see. 

Come Potent Dame, with finger tips 
Envelop me in fragrant sleep ; 

Enshrouded by thy hair and lips 

Transport me where I shall ne'er weep. 

Carry me to that distant bourne 
That I need never here return. 
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THE SILVER NIGHT 

A night all in silver clothed. 
Such a one as the gods enjoy 

Served on heights by the stolen boy 
Midst the fragrance of rarest dove. 



shed that vibrant pure 
To clasp each object in silhouette; 
Moulded, — no mortal could forget 
The crystal night of silvery lure. 

Alas I The night does dim and wane, 

And, as the moon steals soft to rest. 
Signs in the east of a fiery crest 

Foretell Apollo's loosened rein. 

The silver night is done and gone 

With its wondrous phantoms and ghostly shapes — 
In place, Aurora clamorous gapes 

And another day is bom. 
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HILLS 

Hills all clothed in brilliant green 
Throw out in softened golden light 
A quantity of richest sheen . 
That in nature's very might 
Bespeaks unbounded purity and right. 
And yet these hills are sage, 
The very newness of their radiant coat 
Hiding hearts of veriest age 
And secrets both of happiness and rage 
Unvoiced long since by human throat. 

Hills in whose breast of stony cold 
Where sunrays have not reached 
Lie a myriad skeletons of old, 
Remnants all horrible and bleached 
Of men, who like the men to-day. 
Deserted the lowlands for health and play 
To find delight in the colors bold 
When sunlight catches the hills' green-gold. 
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AUTUMN 

Autumn is here, 
The last most precious quarter 
Of the spending year, 
Casting its golden glow 
Through all the depths of nature ; 
Harvesting, in wealths of ripened fruit, 
The finished product of th^ long, 
Maturing months. 

Autumn beloved. 
The time of Ceres gaudily enthroned 
On com well shocked 
And sheaves of swollen wheat. 
The time that counts the glory 
Of the laboring day. 
In the dusk of the seasons past 
And the sunset of the yearly life ; 
Exulting in a final victory 
Of evening, ere it yields in death 
To the blue cold frosts 
Of soon surging winter night. 
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ON ATTAINING ONE'S MAJORITY 

Only the moulded rut of memory 
To live again those sweetest years 
Of dear impressions' glorious sway; 
Years of babyhood and ripening youth 
When the stuffs that count for character 
Align themselves in graceful form to harden 
Regularly 'long the staid straight lines 
And perfect core, like an Italian garden, 
Or chaotic, when those selfsame forces 
Run rampantly as the wild 
And thorny briar, for evermore. 

The golden years of dear impression, 
Awful in their hidden potency, 
Kindest in their innocence. 
While childhood blossoms into 
Maturity; and the sapling 
Of a soul spreads rooty tentacles 
And grows its layers of bark. 

Only in the rut of memory 
Mayhap, to live again. 
Aided by some rare imaginings 
Those days of pure unknowingness, 
When all the world spread out 
A mighty playground, clay in the baby hand, 
Plastic 'neath the power of childhood. 
Staying but till the dawn of consciousness; 
A realm whose bournes are vaster 
Than the vastest of the kings. 
Yet one that each of us with laughing eye 
And dimpled cheek, has ruled; 
The Empire of the Child I 
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PHILOSOPHY 

Be thou my lever in this old life 
To make her crass chaos orderly, 
Smooth out rough comers 
And spots that are rife 
And teach me to live, oh Philosophy. 
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THOUGHT 

Bolts of lightning reason, 
Striking sabre-like in leaven, 
Turn it from a soggy mass 
To something nigh divine. 
Genius flashes in the gray, 
Breaking instincts primal sway 
That give birth to properties, 
Transforming man to quantities 
That make him undisputed ruler 
Over kingdoms all of clay. 
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SHAPES 

The blue of the sapphire — friendship, 
The red of the ruby for love, 
White heat of the diamond in passion 
And pure gold, the heavens above ; 
In the opal I find vacillation. 
In the pearl let us seek the truth ; 
In the rhinestone cheap imitation — 
Quartz for a crudeness uncouth I 

And so it is with the livelong world, 
With its peoples of many kind : 
Some of them shallow and flotsam. 
Others of deed and of mind. 
Many there are, the liars. 
Hypocrites, slaves to deceit, 
And then as the perfect pearl itself 
Occasional truth we meet. 

Some of them glisten on surface 
To ring hollow underneath. 
And others like quartz for roughness 
Hide gold in the soul beneath. 
Thus we have every world type 
Lined up like the precious stones. 
Each with its^own personality — 
All but a heap of bones I 
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SNOW 

Snow that bespangles the bare brown trees; 
Snow softly whispering to Man he's free. 
Snow that is clasped by a whisplike breeze ; 
Snow, I stoop to kiss the fleece of thee ! 
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OUR FRIENDSHIP 

Its source was clear like crystals' depths 
In the early spring not a few years back, 
When it blossomed in green hued emerald warmth 
With spontaneity, youth's friendships ne'er lack. 
Then away to pink flesh tints of weaved opal 
With glistening fickle heart that held bound 
By sweetest tether, anticipation in heavenly corral ; 
I^rts to be loosed in future at Psyche's magic souftd. 

We rose to bold red splendor of the rash ruby, 
Radiating its heat of joy and pangs of sorrow 
That drowned the heart string tuggings ruled to be ; 
For in those gentle days, oblivion swayed the morrow. 
Ah yes, we soared in the nebulous gauzy dreams 
That all-encompass the mystically softened pearl 
Whose veil-like tinted surfaces bespeak in dewy creams 
A ravishing eternity that leaves the world behind, a sordid churl I 

And then from the lofty shrouds a respite came 
Like the colorless diamond, clear to inmost crevice; 
Yet the normal balance was never quite tipped the same. 
For there were flashing thoughts, sheen off the jewel's surface. 
And to-day, well its friendship — the solid blue 
Of the pristine sapphire, that withstands in fiery fettle 
The gaff of attacking steel and iron, and true. 
Conquers sublimely the shafts of all baser metal. 
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MY LOVE 

Thou seemst so cruel and cold, my dear. 

Devoid of even heart; 
And yet I know thou art woman mere, 

And thy coldness but an art. 

Clever thou art in a woman's way, 
Cold but to draw men's flame ; 

For when thy purity of soul has sway 
Thou hangst thy head in shame. 

Wilt thou but harken to my word — 
My love, my love, for you; 

Do not thyself with artifice gird 
For thou hast lover true. 
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YOURS 

Some kisses live on 

And some kisses die, 
Some kisses we con 

And to some we say fie — 

But there's one kiss of them all. 

One that always seems late, 
One that never does pall. 

One for which I can't wait — ^'tis yours ! 
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A TOAST 

To a fairy that has come 
Stealing soft into a heart — 

To a man she dropped a crumb ; 
For that crumb he made a dart. 

To the memory of a fairy 
And a man and, too, a crumb, 

Let us drink as we drink rarely 
While we of that fairy hum. 



HBaaMMH 



185 



m^^i-rmimmfmr^ltl^mmtmmmimmmmtmmmmmmmmH 



FLORA MARIANA 

A Fantasy 

Naive I Verily, Milady is naive, 

As some gay sprite, forsooth I 

That can with magic wand relieve I 

The whispering forest silences, in truth " 

Give voice to all life's sacred core ; 

Not fear but meaning in a jungle rent 
With 'panther's snarl or grunting boar, 

And frame in speech each flower's musky scent. 

Flowers I Aye, Milady is a flower. 
Species, ask ye ? I know it not 

'Less 'tis violets that in the shadows cower, 
Or the trembling aaoire-hued forget-me-not ; 

Perchance a water tigress that will creep. 
Burning in increased orange trance. 

To carmined sombrous poppy sleep- 
Nay, rather the jet-orbed susan of the field's expanse ! 

Awake! A gape, a snort, a snore 

As cobwebs are swept from the thought cells' door— 
A shaft of light proclaiming on truth's tower 

That Milady's of the perfume from every flower. 
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MEMORY 

Clinging, those soft lips to mine, again — 
Ah, rhapsody I know thy sweet name well 
And passion too, I ken — ^how often 
Thou hast stayed with me 
Were I to tell. 

Curling, warm pearl-pink arms 'round me — 
And dreams flock rampant, of a kind • 
That I must clearly see 
When thou art come to me 
Even were I blind. 

And thou, chirie, of perfect female grace 
Supple and firmly made, yet tenderly ; 
Aroma, gently wafted — 
Quite like a bit of antique lace — 
O Love, rare chaos, crowd my memory. 
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MARSEILLE 

Marseille^ oh dty of ancient lore, 
A mosaic living 'neath a cloudless sky 
Nestling snuggest on a sunny shore, 
Where the West and South and East do meet 
For barter and for trade. 
Spices of India, Arab gums, 
African dates but newly laid 
And crated on thy piers for sale, 
Oil from the Grecian plains or Spain 
Barrelled neatly; and odors stale 
Of coffee, hemp or nutmegs, 
Foil to the quantities so rich 
Of Port and Malaga in priceless kegs ; 
Row upon row of iron pigs, most orderly 
Side by side of smelling hides in disarray — 
Oh, Marseille thou jewel of sunny climes, 
Tis in thy portals glad and gay 
The East has come from its eastern glade 
And the West from its western shore 
To meet, most happily, in barter and in trade. 
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THE WEST TO THE EAST 

Although yellow and alien she loved him, 
As only a dream swept woman could ; 
She from the West to him of the East 
Did fly, aye, as wooer not as wooed I 
Immobile was he when she declared 
Him, her Buddha, her master, her all, 
Yet snatched the white body ; alas, she fared 
As badly and worse than most mortals who fall. 

She altered progressive thought and ways. 
For one human slant almond eyes had rent; 
So she beat down the West for days and days 
Till at last the breeding within her relent. 
'Though the fiendish eyes snapped with a feline's lust, 
Cruelly ruthless, as yellow sldn dead 
He played unresponsive, devital as dust 
Yea, e'en as her body his passions fed. 

Yet inflexibly passive ways had crazed 
This woman to yearn a roused desire 
Till the Mongol's shaft her eyes had glazed 
And a body succumbed to yellow fire. 
Thus it was she yielded her all 
To the poisoned fang, without fatuous fight; 
In naked vise, he did enthral 
A Western girl in the Eastern night. 

She died and the yellow never repent 
For the West to the East had come ; 
Swift Occident to slow Orient 
Surrenders her soul, at a priceless sum. '^'^ . 
Although they're slow in the East and yellow 
And we're swift in the West and white. 
The subtle claw of the Orient 
Shall ever snuflf out the West's sweet light. 
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She standi sjrmbolie aoKr^ 

As ever,, of » pt^maodkot 

Of past zM thit to ioHow-^ 

Time aff etttr htr Mt 

Nor can maa^sr nniloni^t 

CraniMo her gt^eat oditaant' sidds 

Impdrrioualy wfrnif^t. 

Majestically she guards the straits 

Stretching away to the bluest sea 

Frbih the broad Atlanfic*s wave. 

A Wee f owit nestles iii hef Tee 

Built upon ^recipitouis slbpe^ 

Shielded welt in wafrntHt and safety — 

A harbor too wheVe steamships grope 

Of every nationality and ^nd; 

Stopping in voyage, to coaT; 

And heie is hcfetrd thetbogise df S|fMO, 

Arab, Hindtty En|^Usk, Mongol ; 

And hem they f ot^ht thdae' wily Mobra 

And Spaniafrdo till at hM she camo to rest, 

As she rests to-day io Blilish hands; 

Proodf ao ever,, mosif famous crest 

Protectress of a wfcM4d sh^ iiodco^ 

Mightiest of all 

Gibraltar. 
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